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Fighting Fire With Fire 


Author's Notes: 
You asked, you got! Enjoy! 


Returning from an NA meeting, | find the house in darkness bar a single lamp in the hallway. At the bottom of 
the stairs sit a pair of small canisters, the strap trailing over the floor and the long, silver nozzle leaning 
against the stairs. My stomach twists, and a smile pulls at my lips. | thought he'd forgotten, but it looks like 


someone wants To play. 


Filming finished two months ago but it hasn't stopped us. | think Dave was a little surprised when his costume 
turned up, freshly cleaned, and waiting to be used again. He thinks | didn't see the smirk as he ran his hands 
over the coat. But | did. He knows | enjoy this as much as he does. During the couple of days we were on set, 
that little scene got played over and over, getting more heady each time. 


"JOO-NE-AH" 


His voice makes me jump and | follow the sound to the lounge. Darkness cloaks it. Except for one corner. 


He sits there, dressed from head to foot in black, the long coat billowed around him, a candle resting on one of 


the chair's arms. His legs are crossed at the ankles, watching as his fingers dance through the flame. 
He doesn't look at me as he speaks, "Where have you been?" 
The tone is cruel and | feel my jeans tighten. "O-Out, Torchy.” 


Lifting his eyes, he arches an eyebrow, the shadows falling across his face in vicious peaks and troughs. "You 


better have been out earning, boy." 


Quickly | nod, reaching for my wallet when a gloved hand stretches out, fingers curling. | don't carry a lot of 
cash so there's only a couple of twenties and some smaller bills. Pulling them out with shaking fingers, | close 
the distance between us and drop them into his palm. His fingers curl around them, counting. He snorts and 


shakes his head, thick hair stark against the black clothing. 
Fifty two dollars. Is that it, Junior?" 


Biting my lip, | fake sadness, knowing what he wants to hear. "Y-Yes. Its been a slow night. I'm sorry. Look, I'll 


go out again tomorrow. I'll try a different area 


He's on his feet in a heartbeat, the candle held to the side of my face. | can feel the flame burning the tiny 
hairs on my cheek and | want to pull away. But the slight pain is turning me on, the barely there hissing ringing 


in my ears. 


His face is inches from mine, the snarl etched in to it. "When I'm done with you, you're going back out on those 
streets. You'll spread your legs wider and fuck harder. ‘cause you can't be coming back here with this." The 


notes rustle in front of my eyes. "Pittance. How are we supposed to eat, huh?" 


My eyes narrow and | glare at him, chin jutting out. "And how about you, huh? Where's all this work you said 
you had coming? Why aren't you out there pounding the streets?" 


A hand wraps around my throat, leather glove warm against my skin, and | gasp, eyes closing momentarily. 
This is what we live for; the break from the norm, a chance to just let it all go, even if it's only for a few 


moments. 


"Insurance jobs don't come along every day, Junior. But when they do, they pay damn well. You know that. You 
wouldn't have your fancy clothes and fancy house without them. Now keep your mouth shut and do as | tell 
you. Understood?" 


Shaking my head, | pull away from his grasp and stare at him, my hands planted on my hips. "No, | don't 
understand. And I've had enough of this. I've had enough of your pyromaniac ass, Torchy Thompson. I'm outta 


here. Find someone else to play your fuckin’ head games with." 


Turning, | make for the hallway. Grabbing my jacket from the bannister, | swipe my keys from the shelf and 
open the door. 


But before | can get any further, a hand grabs my shoulder and whips me around. The door is slammed shut 
behind me and he barrels down on me, face twisted in to that sneer, coat whipping behind him. | swing for him 
but he grabs my wrist and swings me around, slamming me face first into the wall. Pressed against my back, 
he breathes down my neck, still holding on to my arm. The pain and excitement mingle in a tantalising mix, 


roaring through me and awakening every sense. 


"You're not goin’ anywhere, Joo-ne-ah. You're staying right here. ‘cause you're too pretty to be anyone else's 


bitch." 

My breath is hitched as his lips find my throat, tilting my head and dangerously exposing my throat. 

‘lm not your bitch," | hiss. "lm your fuckin’ boyfriend. Start treating me like one." 

He chuckles, teeth nipping at my flesh. "Yeah, you're my bitch. My pretty, litte, cock-sucking bitch." 

Up against the wall, | rub my aching cock against the brickwork, looking for some relief. | know it's not going to 
come any time soon, the knot in my groin only growing as he suckles on my throat, marking me as his. 
Through his jeans, | can feel his arousal, pressed against my ass as he grinds against me. 

"Yeah," he continues, "I'm not gonna let you go anywhere. You're too good for anyone else. Too good to lose. 
Besides." His teeth move, finding another patch of skin to redden. "| have a job. Tonight. After I've finished with 


your ass. Got to go and add some fireworks to the Mayor's party.’ 


Tilting my head back, | rest it on his shoulder, my no doubt dilated eyes staring up in to his. "You're not gonna 
kill people are you?" 


He runs a hand along my jaw and cradles my face, lips barely brushing against mine. My knees turn to water 


and | feel my body begin to slide towards the floor. 


"No, baby," he purrs. "I'm not gonna kill people. Just going to finish off his office. Ugly fuckin’ building, isn't?" He 
chuckles, teeth finding my bottom lip. "He could do with another one." 


His hand winds into my hair, dragging me back into the lounge. Struggling to stand, | growl and fight with him, 
my clawing hands batted away. Tossing me to the floor, he shuts the door and leans against it. The single 
candle barely casts any light, throwing shadows up and around him. 


"Take your clothes off." 


Getting to my feet, | face off. "And if | don't?" 


He cocks his head. "Don't make me hurt you." 

| snigger. "You wouldn't hurt me because you know what I'd do." 

"What would you do?" 

I'd shop your ass straight back to the police. Wanna go back to prison, Torchy? Wanna spend the rest of your 
life running from people who want your money and your ass? ‘cause you're going the right damn way about 
it" 

Stepping away from the door, he again grabs my hair and pulls my head back. His teeth sink into the base of 
my throat and a howl rips from my lips. | resist being pushed to my knees, but | know it's where l'm going. 
Just knowing what's going to happen is driving me crazy, pushing me to come right in my shorts. 

"You want a roof over your head, Junior? Then start fuckin’ behaving. Don't forget where | got you from. You 
wanna send me back to prison? Fine, I'll put your ass back on the streets. You can go back to peddling your ass 


so you can have a warm bed to sleep in" He pushes me away. "Now take your clothes off” 


This time | begrudgingly do as I'm told, tossing them on to the couch. Planting my hands on my hips, | watch 


the cloaked figure walk around me. Hands sweep over my body, giving my ass an experimental swat. 


"You know what?" He steps up behind me, one arm winding around me and teasing my cock. "l'm the only one 


who can turn you on so quickly. Admit it, Junior. No one else does this for me." 


His fingers close around my erection and give it several soft strokes. Leaning back against him, | nod. "Yeah, 


Torchy, you're the only one who can do this for me." 


He cups my balls and gives them a squeeze, making me hiss. "Yeah, | know | am. Now get on your knees, you 


filthy slut” 


Getting to my knees, | look up at the shadowy being above me. There's the sound of a zipper being slowly 


drawn down and, a moment later, his hard cock is pressed against my lips. 

"Open up," he commands. 

Keeping my mouth shut, | shake my head. He pushes himself closer, the head sweeping over my lips, pre-~come 
slicking them. | resist the urge to lick them clean and wrap my tongue around him. He pulls on my hair, trying 
to get me to scream, but | remain quiet, my soul howling with glee at what's happening. 


"Open up," he growls. "Or I'm really gonna hurt you. And you know how | like to hurt you." 


Oh, don't | just. The scenes inside the trailer become more and more debauched the longer the days dragged 


on. By the end of it | was bent over, gripping my ankles as he whipped and fucked my ass. | couldn't walk 
straight for days afterward but, damn, it was worth it. 


"Don't make me bend you over the couch and beat your ass," he hisses. 


My heart leaps at the idea and | resolutely keep my mouth closed. With a scorned howl, he heaves me to my 
feet and tosses me at the couch. With my hands braced against the arm, | present my ass to him. Behind me 
he hisses and growls and | hear the metallic click of his belt being undone. My breath quickens, my fingers 
tightening around the padded arm. 


Gazing over my shoulder, | bare my teeth at him. "Come on, Torchy, do it. Beat me. Or aren't you man 
enough?" | laugh, deep and husky. "Yeah, you've never been man enough for me, have you? Come on, you 
coward. Do it!" 


| should regret my words, but | don't. The strip of leather bites into my skin, and | scream, my back dipping. 
The heat thunders through me, hitting and swirling through all the right places. He doesn't give me a moment 
to breathe, the belt cracking against me over and over. | can feel my skin reddening, can feel my cock 
twitching as the pain grips me. It only makes me more crazy, only pushes me closer to that blissful point. 
"Apologise, bitch!" he screams. 


Laughing, | retaliate, "Never! Not until you give me what | want!" 


Ramming a hand into the small of my back, he holds me still. The belt hits me again, another wave of red hot 
pain shooting straight to m groin 


"You ain't getting nothing, whore!" 


Again | laugh, my fingers tight against the couch. "Yeah, | will. Ill get everything you've got. ‘cause I've got you 
by the balls, haven't |, Torchy?" 


His hands disappear and suddenly he's kneeling on the couch, face up close to mine. Holding out the belt, he 


shows it to me. 
"Don't make me gag you, boy. | like hearing you scream when we fuck. But keep that up and I'll muzzle you." 


Kneeling up, he drops the belt, pushes the coat back and offers me his cock. This time | willingly wrap my lips 
around it. Closing my eyes, | lock my fingers around the base, cooing and humming as | slide my mouth back 

and forth. He tastes delicious, dangerous even, his salty pre-come coating my tongue. | trace the bulging veins 
before pulling back and delicately feasting on the head, my tongue dipping into his slit and demanding more. His 


hand massages my head, rubbing circles on my scalp. 


"Yeah, baby. You're really good, you know that? Really good at sucking cock. Now | can see how you make so 


much money. Bet everyone wants a piece of your pretty mouth. One day l'm coming out with you. Want to 


watch as you lie in someone's car, their cock in your mouth, stroking yourself as you make them come." 


His mouth is only making me harder, my cock demanding my attention. But | know that if | do, I'll get another 
beating. Not that that's a bad thing. | just don't want it just yet. Perhaps we can save it for when Torchy 


comes back from "work"? 


Grunting, he pulls on my hair, his cock sliding from my mouth. "Enough." He drops to the couch and spreads 
the coat around, barely visible in the low light. "Come on, baby. Time for you to take a ride." 


Gratefully | stand, my ass burning as | move. But | don't mind. It adds to the atmosphere, adds to my arousal. 


Because of it, | only want him more. 


Placing my hands on his shoulders, | ease myself down on to his cock. He growls as he enters me, body 
stiffening. His hands rest in the small of my back, dancing along my spine. For a moment, | sit and adjust to 
having him inside of me. My head rests against his shoulder, my breathing deep as he coos to me. It's a side | 
rarely see, the soft and gentle side. When he first did this, he was all out badass. Somewhere along the way, 


our "relationship" has deepened, taking on layers I'd never have thought about. 

He presses a kiss to my cheek. "Move, baby.” 

Lifting my head, | begin to rock, rising and falling, my knees sliding against the lining of the coat. But he 
supports me, holding me tight. His cock brushes against my prostate and | moan, the pleasure coursing 
through me, my own cock reacting. The voice in my ear mirrors my own with soft groans and growls. Once 
again his teeth find my neck, sucking on my skin and leaving glaring marks in their wake. Marks which will show 
l'm his and his only. Because | don't want anyone else, do |? No, | want my crazy, snarky pyromaniac. 

"Come on, Junior. Touch yourself." 

Unwrapping an arm from around him, | slip my hand down my stomach and to my cock. He hisses and rocks 
his hips, thrusting roughly in to me. Smoothing my fingers over my hard flesh, | begin to stroke. The knot in 
my groin grows, red hot and raw, ready to explode. 

"T-Torchy.." 

"Yeah, baby?" He kisses my jaw. 


"l'm not going to last much longer." 


His hands draw circles on my back, my skin tingling beneath the touch of the smooth leather. "s alright, baby. 


You come. Come nice and hard for me. Scream my name when you do. Love it when you scream for me" 


Squeezing my cock, | wrap my fingers just under the head, my thumb slicking my pre-come along my flesh. 


My vision begins to come and go, and | nestle myself closer, head in the crock of his neck. He purrs, hips lifting 


and pushing into me. 
"Torchy!" My orgasm crashes over me in a heady wave, my cock throbbing as | come against my stomach. 


He growls in my ear as my ass spasms around him, thrusting up and hitting my prostate. The sensations only 
add to my orgasm and | ride it out, fucking him as hard as | dare while his seed floods me. 


Finally we float back to earth and | clasp his face, hungrily kissing him. He returns my kisses, tongue and teeth 
battling for dominance. Eventually he pulls away and, in the candle light, | can see blood dotting his lower lip. 
Leaning close, | lick it away, his metallic taste on the tip of my tongue. 

"Yummy," | purr. "You taste good." 

He chuckles, a hand petting my hair. "You can taste me some more later, when | get back." 

Lifting me from his lap, he stands and wraps me in his arms, carrying me for the stairs. | snuggle close, 
fulfilled and, for the moment, sated My eyes begin to feel heavy as he lies me in our bed, tucking the covers 
around me. Pressing a kiss to my temple, he moves away. 

"Gotta go now, baby. But I'll be back later. I'll wake you when | come in. Want some more of you." 

Feigning confusion, | gaze up at him. "You don't want me to go out again tonight?" 

He shakes his head. "No. You stay in. Relax. We'll be living like kings for the next year by the time l'm finished 
tonight" Reaching into his pocket, he pulls out the notes and hands them to me. "You keep this. Buy yourself 
something pretty to wear for me." He gives me a wink. 

"What kind of pretty?" 

"Oh, you know." He shrugs. "The kinda pretty where | can see that fine ass of yours.” 

| chuckle and snuggle down, exhaustion suddenly beginning to set in. "Love you, Torchy.” 


He smiles that sly smile and flicks off the light. "Love you too, Junior." 


| hear him creep down the stairs and pick up the canisters from the foot. A heartbeat later and the door 
clicks shut. Straining, | hear a car start up and finally | laugh. 


| know Dave hasn't really gone out to set fires but, damn.. | can't think of anything hotter than being held 


captive by this crazy character he's cooked up. 


Yawning, | tuck my hands under the pillow and begin to drift off. Because | know that, sooner or later, he's 


going to come back for another round. 


